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While he spoke, our pursuer past us swept,

Ere he reined his warhorse proud,
To his haunches flung, then to the earth he leapt,

And my lover's voice rang loud:
c Thrice welcome !   Hugo of Normandy,

Thou hast come at our time of need;
This lady will thank thee, and so will I,

For the loan of thy sorrel steed 1'

And never a word Lord Hugo said,

They closed 'twist the wood and the wold,
And the white steel flackered over my head

In the moonlight calm and cold;
'Mid the feathery grasses crouching low,

With face bowed down to the dust,
I heard the clash of each warded blow,

The click of each parried thrust,
And the shuffling feet that bruised the lawn,

As they traversed here and there,
And the breath through the clenched teeth heavily
drawn,

When breath there was none to spare;
Sharp ringing sword-play, dull trampling heel,

Short pause, spent force to regain,
Quick muffled footfall, harsh grating steel,

Sharp ringing rally again;
They seemed long hours those moments fleet,

As I counted them one by one,
Till a dead weight toppled across my feet,

And I knew that the strife was done.

When I looked up, after a little space,

As though from a fearful dream,
The moon was flinging on Harold's face

A white and a weird-like gleam;
And I felt mine ankles moist and warm

With the blood, that trickled slow
From a spot on the doublet beneath his arm,

From a ghastly gash on his brow;